iv               MOTHER AND SON

It was on the edge of her tongue to tell him   '-
that he need not be disturbed, for in ten days     *>?-'
she would be in Watendlath and free of him for
ever.    But she  did  not speak.   As she faced
him the dominating part of her longed to oppose
him, to fight him, and beat him, to defend John
and Dorothy, to show him that the little bastard
was   not   so  negligible  as  he pretended.    She
could fight him!    And what a fight that would be!

Meanwhile there was Watendlath. She al-
most sighed as she turned away and saw a smooth
white petal of the Christmas roses flutter to the
ground.

*  Good friends? ' she repeated.    ' Not if you
touch Uldale.'

' Well I shall touch Uldale,' he said, moving
towards the door. ' I have told you. And now,
come up and see the children. Bring your boy
with you/

But at the door she paused.

* This is not a game, Cousin Walter.'
He stood over her.

' No. I have told you. It is a chapter in
family history.'

' What have you ever done,1 she asked scorn-
fully, * to be so proud of our family history?' ,

' Non mi ricordoj he answered in the phrase
that had been the popular catchword ever since
Majocchi's evidence in the Queen's trial. He
was determined to be amiable.

But, with her hand on the door, and with a
passion that in these days she rarely showed, sie
burst out; 'I tell you, Walter, you must leave
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